266	PRISON LETTERS
It rather amused me to see that for starting Boy
Scouts in England Baden Powell was made a Baron.
I have always heard that he did not really start them
but that it was a woman. I suppose, though, that he
more or less ran them and made them a success. I
bet he did not work as hard as I did from 1909-1913.
It's been so warm here the last few days that some
of the birds started singing, and pigeons were carrying
bits of straw about in their mouths, and bowing to
each other in the most absurd way.
I see that d'Annunzio's reign is over and that he
says he would like to come to Ireland. I don't think
he'd like it if he got here, at least, judging from the
only books of his I ever read. I think he would find
us too strait-laced. You could certainly write the
most thrilling books of adventure, telling of hair-
breadth escapes and daring deeds, but for love affairs
people have little time to spare. Kathleen comes
first, though people get married on the run, and go on
'running.' This last year many babies were born,
whose fathers were on the run. It's awfully hard on
the mothers. Curfew, too, is terrible, for you can't
get a doctor. However, the women are as brave as
brave, and though they suffer terribly both mentally
and physically they put on a brave face and you'd
never guess.
Now good luck to you and all friends, from C. de M.
(cheerful though captive !).
mount joy prison,
dublin,
January 7, 1921.
dearest old darling,—I hope that you have got
some of my letters by now. This will be the last for
some time I Don't you worry about me, though. I am

